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	1. The Dursleys In Hiding

Mr and Ms Dursleys of number 4, Privet Drive were perfectly normal thank you very much. Or at least that's what they were before a certain Harry Potter turned up on their doorstep. For Harry Potter was anything BUT normal to the Dursleys, names they used for the particular person varied, from freak to boy, since the H or P word was never uttered under the roof of number 4. Once the boy had turned 11, he went to that "Freak" school, just like his good for nothing parents. Who got themselves blown up! Each dreadful year he'd come back with more freakiness then before. AND THAT RUDDY OWL!

But now the Dursleys were free. Even though their good for nothing nephew had put them through a lot of trouble. Sending them packing, all because of this "Moldeshorts" guy. None of them even saw Head or tales of that "Freak", Vernon was sure it was all some kind of hoax at first. Although, after many weeks abroad, the Dursley started to notice. The "Freaks" would bring Vernon both the normal and "Freak" version of the paper. Their weirdo paper was never touched by Vernon, Petunia or Dudley at first, as if they would catch some sort of virus.

As their months of solitude creep forward dozily for the Dursleys. The wizarding world was tearing at the seams. Dudley was the first to listen to Potterwatch, some sort of freaky radio show all about that brat and his so called "Saving the world" adventures. Petunia soon began to listen too, though later denying it, she enjoyed it somewhat. Vernon however was still as stiff as a board. Only giving in in the last two weeks of their stay, which was quite a surprise for everyone. They heard about the attacks on "Muggles" or whatever the Freaks called normal people. As well as the Boys time, apparently he was some sort of hero, Vernon had scoffed at this being said by that ridiculous Diggle man.

But the Freaks Freaky world still seemed to worship him for some reason or another. And the Dursleys still clearly remembered the day they were free from the clutches of war, apparently all because of him.

**_FLASHBACK No Ones POV_**

_The Dursleys were enjoying their early dinner in the kitchen of their small cottage. It was supposed to be a safe house like place, apparently covered in a magic shield, as well as several complex charms. Hidden in a dark wood, near the small down of Lutcherberk. In the first few weeks Vernon was quite taken aback and angry at having to be surrounded by freaky stuff._

_"__I WILL NOT BE STAYING IN SOME FREAK PLACE!" He had bellowed the moment Hestia told him about the precautions._

_"__It is for your own safety; I assure you Mr Dursley." Dedalus had replied, quietly as if thinking Vernon would blow any second._

_That was only the start of their problems with the Dursleys, Petunia had almost fainted when she saw how dusty everything was. Immediately demanding brooms, mops and an assortment of cleaning products. Even though Jones and Diggle had explained that it could easily be cleaned by magic, Petunia seemed even more abashed at this thought._

_"__I won't stand for Dudders, myself or Vernon to be associated with that nonsense." Petunia huffed, looking slightly pink in the face._

_So Jones and Diggle were defeated, and decided to get muggle cleaning supplies, as they were almost certain that wizarding ones would be a disaster._

_Several months had passed in the cottage, with all the dangerous goings on far away. Until yesterday. Dudley, being bored had started to read some of the novels in the tattered bookshelves, and found them quite enjoyable. Petunia was scrubbing the kitchen floor, even though you could already see your reflection. Vernon was lazing on the couch, looking quite similar to a walrus, with his large moustache twitching and many rolls jiggling slightly, reading the paper. Hestia and Dedalus were talking quietly in the corner of the living room, Vernon would send them dirty looks from time and again. Suddenly a great silver wisp floated through the kitchen window, scaring Petunia half to death. She screamed and ran into the living room. Hestia and Dedalus both raised their wands, as the creature ran through the doorway._

_"__What the ruddy hell is that!" Vernon was panicking looking at the creature like it was some sort of demon._

_"__Relax its just a protronus." Which didn't really explain it, but none of the Dursley could speak._

_The wisp of light had now taken the form of a weasel._

_"__Must be from Arthur." Contemplated Hestia._

_Suddenly a voice erupted from the weasel._

_"__IT has come, the final battle is at Hogwarts, we need everyone we can get. They are attacking, this is the last battle against You Know Who." And as quickly as it appeared it was gone._

_"__W-What just h-ha-happened?" Dudley seemed to be shaking a bit as he spoke, meaning his mother rushed over to comfort him._

_"__Voldemort, he's at Hogwarts, harry and him are battling along with the death eaters and school children, staff and parents." Hestia explained quietly, fear flickered in her eyes, though there was also a small gleam of hope "It might finally be over!" And she flung herself at Diggle, hugging him._

_Dedalus turned slightly "One of us must stay behind to look after the Dursleys, Hestia would you?"_

_"__Of course not! I am fighting Diggle, and there is nothing you can do about it." And with that she strode to the door, and not long after they heard a crack._

_It had now been hours; in fact, it had been an entire night! Diggle was becoming restless, as more minutes ticked by. Silence filled the kitchen, the Dursleys had stayed up late, although none would admit (Except maybe Dudley) They were just as nervous, and Petunia and Dudley felt a little sympathetic to the people fighting. It was almost like one of the World Wars. Being tired, gave little to talk about, and as Vernon had gotten hardly any sleep, he did not partake in his favourite hobby. Complaining. Instead he sat quite still and quiet._

_CRACK!_

_The sound of apparation appeared outside, Dedalus leapt from his seat and ran out the door, Petunia was just about to rise to the door when Dedalus walked back through almost carrying a battered, bloodstained and limp Hestia Jones. Her light skin covered in muck and what looked to be both hers and others blood, she was sporting a rather large cut protruding from under her shirt right up to her brow. Which still seemed to be flowing freely. Her coal black hair lay tangled around her shoulders, bits of glass, stone, dirt and god knows what else seem to be littered through it in great amounts. Dedalus sat her down on a couch in the living room, her breathing slightly ragged. As the Dursleys emerged from the kitchen she managed to utter some words, a smile twitching at her lips._

_"__Harry….. Harry… He." She began, Petunia suddenly felt a small nagging feeling at her heart. Almost as if she cared if Harry had made it through alive. And Dudley was experiencing the same thing._

_"__He… He did it… Voldemort… is gone for good….." Hestia groaned feebly, as she took in a great breath._

_Dedalus lit up at once. Smiling his usually jolly grin at her. He then turned to the Dursleys, and they could see a tear trickle silently down his cheek._

_"__We're safe….. WE'RE SAFE! HAHA!" He proceeded to dance around the room, Dudley was grinning too, and Dedalus hugged him._

_"__Well… Well that's great! Roared Vernon. "We can go home!"_

_"__Yes you can! But more importantly, He's gone!_

_As Dedalus did another lap of the room, Hestia gave a small groan. Dedalus realising she was still in that state, asked if Petunia would get a cloth, some warm water and the disinfectant. Dudley then asked_

_"__Aren't we going to take her to the hospital? She could be seriously hurt." He looked slightly worried._

_"__Oh no, no need to trouble Mungo's, I'm sure they already have enough patients, what with all those poor children involved. No I'll heal her up."_

_Petunia soon returned with the disinfectant, and to Vernon's disapproval, volunteered to clean up Hestia. As petunia got to work on cleaning Hestia's face, which had many small cuts and scrapes. Dudley sat down beside the couch and watched tentatively. Vernon gave a rather loud huff and walked over to the corner of the room and sat down to read the paper, while Dedalus rushed around doing whatever he was doing. As Petunia started on the arms, which her right one had what looked like some sort of bite from a wild animal._

_"__that was from Acromantula, they were recruited for the deatheaters side." Hestia whispered slowly, every breath seemed to pain her._

_"__A what?" Asked Dudley, feeling a bit interested as what happened in the battle._

_Vernon Looked over his paper, a sour look planted on his now eggplant coloured face. He began "I will not." But was sharply cut off by Petunia_

_"__Quiet Vernon, Please."_

_Vernon seemed quite taken aback at this, but kept silent, Petunia nodded at Hestia to explain._

_"__A Acromantula is a species of giant spider, the deatheaters recruited them for the battle before we could. There were ones living in the forest next to the school, Hagrid was friends with them. But ever since their leader Aragorg died. Who was a beloved pet of Hagrid's, the Acromantula turned on us."_

_"__Wow, they sounds sorta interesting, but umm…. Are they poisonous?" _

_"__No, not that we know of Dudley."_

_"__Oh ok good."_

_Petunia finished up on her arms, silently listening to Dudder's and Hestia's conversation, after all she was a bit nosy. As she looked over Hestia, she realised the cut was going somewhat under her shirt._

_"__Hestia would you like me to help you upstairs? I'll need to take your shirt off to clean that cut." She stated sweetly, Petunia had taken a small liking to Hestia in the past months._

_"__Oh I'm sorry dear but I don't think I can really walk, I think I may have a broken ankle and some broken ribs, I was hit by a troll's club."_

_Dudley's small watery eyes widened at the sound of a troll._

_"__Ok, well then do you mind if you just take it off here?" Petunia wanted to make sure she was comfortable._

_"__Oh yes, don't worry about the boys, I don't really mind, after all I grew up with 5 brothers. And my goodness they were a handful!"_

_Petunia laughed softly, and helped to sit Hestia up. She then slowly pried her shirt of, Hestia grimaced as another wave of pain hit her when she raised her arms._

_Petunia gasped as the shirt game off. The cut travelled down Hestia chest, briefly disappearing under her bra, just near her cleavage before appearing again to travel and stop just above her belly button._

_"__Dudley, Vernon please leave." Petunia stated clearly, still quite shocked by the cut. _

_Dudley left the room immediately, seeming to have grown up quite a bit through this experience. Vernon grumbled something before, on the 6__th__time. Managing to push himself upwards, and then slowly ambled out of the room. Petunia removed Hestia's Bra and continued to clean the cut with the disinfectant. Then wiping it over with a warm cloth to clean away any dirt or remnants. After finishing up she helped Hestia with her bra, and then leaving briefly only to return with some clean cloths Dedalus retrieved for her. She then helped Hestia into the clean clothes, which was when Dedalus knocked softly._

_"__Come in."_

_Dedalus entered the room, holding his wand aloft. Petunia flinched at the sight of it but Dedalus didn't notice. He made his way over to Hestia and waved it over her. Before muttering something under his breath. Dudley then entered, standing and watching along with his mother what Dedalus was doing. They saw a great amount of light at certain points, and many weird words were said. Before Dedalus straightened up and turned towards the on lookers._

_"__I just healed her up, had quite a few injuries on her but she will be fine, thank Merlin" he said lightly, looking happier than they had ever seen him, and that was saying something. "Well I'm guessing you will all be wanting to get home."_

_Petunia and Dudley nodded vigorously._

_Dedalus chuckled before continuing "You can go home soon, we just need to wait a few days, you know, to make sure all the deatheaters wont still attack." And with that he left the room._

_Leaving a sleeping Hestia, a rather happy looking Dudley and an expressionless looking Petunia. That night as the Dursleys lay in bed, Vernon drifted into an easy slumber. Thinking about going home. Dudley was dreaming about the same thing, but he was also dreaming about Harry. And Petunia lay there silently, wondering, thinking. _

**_Would she ever see harry again?_**


	2. A Very Merry Christmas Part 1

**Disclaimer: All rights to Harry Potter and its characters go to the amazing J.K Rowling**

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

A crisp winters wind ruffled the emerald green hedges of Privet Drive. Identical trees lined the plain streets, moving silently against the clouded sky. Houses that never changed, yards that were all ways immaculate, and residents who seemed to be programmed. It was what some may call perfect, just like what the Dursleys believed. Their house looked like all the others on the outside, and the inside was just how they liked it. From their pristine kitchen to the eerily sanitary bathroom, although it certainly was not like that 3 years ago.

Exactly 3 years ago to this day, the Dursleys returned from hiding. The moment they returned home the neighbours were upon them.

**Flashback No Ones POV**

_"__Petunia! Oh how lovely to see you!" Mrs Buchannan had said sweetly. Although she was actually quiet disappointed the Dursleys had returned at all. She was excited however to find out why they had disappeared so suddenly._

_Petunia only briefly spoke with them, while a nervous Diggle and limping Jones stood awkwardly out of vision. Once the nosy neighbours had been seen to, everyone proceeded inside. Outside number 4 looked just as it did when they left; inside was a completely different story. Carpet was shredded and lay tattered on the floor of the hallway, there was a step missing from the staircase. Dudley gasped, the Cupboard under the stairs, or at least where it used to be, was almost a black hole. Only the door and what seemed to be the remains of a small cot and mattress remained. Dedalus and Hestia drew their wands and moved towards the kitchen._

_The kitchen was torn. Draws were hanging from their compartments; doors had been blasted off. Pots, pans, plates and dishes were cracked and strewn on the floor. Dedalus went through the cupboards, lighting them up as he went while Hestia examined the start of the living room. This went on for some time before Vernon decided to speak up._

_"__Well." He started looking rather disgruntled. "What the ruddy hell happened here!" _

_"__Death eaters, looking for Harry no doubt." Replied Diggle, rather matter a factly too._

_The upstairs was no better than the downstairs. Bedrooms were thrown about, personal belongings rummaged through as well. But none as worse as Harrys room. When Hestia and Petunia entered, both took in intake of breath. His drunk was tipped over, robes ripped and hanging from various places. What seemed to be a golden egg was laying halfway under the overturned bed. Its mattress also torn, as if those "Death eaters" or whatever they were had looked in it. Books and pages lay willy nilly in the room, and what seemed to be that owls cage was now only burnt and bended iron._

_Petunia and Vernon had allowed Hestia and Dedalus to use their freaky powers to pick up the pieces that was their home. Everything had returned to normal, they had made sure there were no "Nasty surprises" as Dedalus put it, in the house._

_After Vernon and Dudley had fallen into deep slumbers that night, or so Petunia thought. She crept out of bed, into the hallway._

_"__It's only because I can't sleep" She continued to tell herself, even though she knew what it really was. Petunia wanted to see Harry again, just to, dare she say…. To see if he was okay. As she moved to the door, with its many locks and bolts still on it, she twisted the handle. The room had been cleaned up a bit, with the robes and books repaired. But not all was in its place Petunia could tell. Striding in she tentatively picked up the golden egg, tempted to open it, but decided not to. It may be some dangerous magic thing. __**Since when was freak stuff magic?**_

_Gazing around the room with misty eyes, they soon found themselves on a photo. A moving photo. Picking it up carefully, Petunia examined it. There was a lot of red hair in the photo, it was almost as if the people were on fire! An older couple, what seemed to be there 6 boys and 1 girl were all standing around another girl. Who had Large frizzy hair, with a bright smile waving at the camera. The boy next to her was Harry, his jet black hair reflecting in the sunlight, and those emerald orbs bright with humour. He was grinning, one of the boys with red hair had his arm around Harrys shoulder. They must be friends, Petunia thought dreamily. She didn't remember how long she stood there, looking around the room. But she also didn't notice Dudley too, watching her from the doorway._

**Present Time Petunia's POV**

Christmas cheer was in the air, mistletoe hung from windows of shops and snow was building around the streets. I walked through the busy walkways, Vernon and Dudley not far behind. We were out doing late Christmas shopping; London was packed as always. I still had to acquire a gift for Marge, as well as a family friend. Dudders mentioned something along the lines of a new game, and some presents for his friends. He was such a sweet boy, especially since how solitude those many years ago.

After many hours of shopping, we decided to stop at a local café. Which was packed to the brim, situated in a park area. Carols were being sung from a grand stage in the middle, and ice skaters were gliding along the pond. All together it was a very merry Christmas. Vernon was scoffing down his 3rd mince pie.

"Pet, dear, we really should get Dudley his own car." He somehow managed to say through his mouthful

"What a wonderful idea Vernon, Dudlikins is growing into a fine young man. Isn't that right popkins." I Knew it embarrasses him, the pet names. But just because I was a sophisticated woman does not mean I did not cherish my son.

Dudley, I noticed had turned pink, and he muttered something about "Thanks" and "No need really"

I turned my head back to the park, as did Dudley. Watching as people of all kinds danced, skated or just talked. Which was when my eyes fell upon a group of young people, all of them seemed to be in their early 20's. Laughing to each other, having a good time by the looks of it.

"Young people, always messing about, except for my Dudley. You're a real man son." Vernon scoffed over his empty plate, turning to look at the supposed "Hooligans".

Just as Vernon had finished, rocking around the Christmas tree started to play. One of my favourite songs, I listened to it contently until I had heard a voice.

"Come on Harry lets go dance." It was one of the red heads from the group, we all turned towards the voice after hearing the name Harry.

"Come on Ginny, you know I'm a horrible dancer. Remember at the Yule Ball." A man with black hair replied almost pleadingly.

"Harry, you can't be worse than me." A round faced man with dark brown hair answered. He was standing next to a girl with dirty blond hair, and on his other side was another male red head.

The man with black hair hesitated, before being pulled towards the dancing ground in front of the grand stage. Which was when I saw his face. Those emerald eyes glittering among the falling snow, that thin face. Most importantly, that scar. I heard Dudley and Vernon gasp. Here was Harry Potter, the boy we had not seen for around several years, standing metres away from us. The red heads must have been those Weasleys, and that girl with the bushy hair was the one from the photo! Although I wasn't sure with the other two. They must all be friends. The girl called Ginny began to dance around the floor, quiet actively. Red hair flowed behind her as she went, she grabbed Harry by the hands and they spun. Both laughed as the others joined them. Harry stopped and spun Ginny around before catching her, she leant in for a kiss and he returned.

I watched dumbfounded, here was that little boy, who lived in a cupboard. Now a grown man with what seemed to be a love interest…. And a life. I suddenly felt a pang of guilt. Memories rushed back to me. The cupboard, the punishments, the chores, everything. Vernon and I were so engulfed in thought that we did not notice Dudley leave the table and start to walk.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

**Thank you everyone for all the reviews so far. Sorry this chapter is a bit shorter. We have a lot of homework, preparing for NAPLAN. I hope to upload the next chapter soon, expect it within a couple of days.**

**Constructive criticism is very much welcome! I'm only 12 and this is my first story. I'm a Beginner. So I need a lot of tips. Thanks!**

**~Cocopeppy**


	3. A Very Merry Christmas Part 2

**Disclaimer: All Rights of Harry Potter go to the amazing Jk Rowling.**

**Hey Guys, sorry I haven't updated in a couple of days. It's been the ANZAC weekend. And for people who don't know what that means, it means us Australians and New Zealanders get together to remember the bravery in the wars. So I went to a dawn service and preformed with my school, then went in the march. So I I've been busy! But anyway this is up now sooooooo yeah. ENJOY!**

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

Harry had never been happier. After the war life had continued, although not immediately. There were the funerals, the grieving families and friends. Then there was Harry, he felt like he had lost everything. First Sirius, then Dumbledore, Moody, Dobby, Fred, Remus and Tonks, Colin, Lavender, Snape and so many others, all for him. Once the battle had been won at Hogwarts, everyone was happy and celebrating. Soon though, reality sunk in. Fred's death had left George torn, he had lost his other half. His funeral was one of the first ones Harry had to visit, he blamed himself for all of it. Even though everyone assured him, even George himself, that he was their savour- not a curse.

Remus and Tonks were buried together, in Godrics Hollow. Alongside James and Lily Potter, where they also set in a grave for Sirius. Even though there was no body, it was the right thing to do. Harry attended Colin's funeral, Colin was an annoyance to Harry many times, but he had died fighting for him. Hundreds of other people had died, Harry didn't attend all those funerals, after a while he couldn't bring himself to stand in front of another grave. People understood of course.

Not everything was perfect, Deatheaters still had to be rounded up. Hogwarts had to be restored, and a memorial put into place on the grounds. A ground which once held laughing children was desolate and blood splattered for a month before people could bring themselves into action. The Weasleys and Harry helped to restore it to its former glory, and it was a painful task.

But now, life was almost perfect. Harry had his friends, a family who loved him and a home. The Weasleys had excepted Harry with open arms, he stayed with them for a while before buying a home. He would have stayed in Grimauld Place, although it was not suitable to inhabit. There was not a single way to banish that feeling of dread when you stepped in. And in reality, Harry couldn't bear to life in a house were his Godfather resided for so long.

The Potters owned a number of houses in England, so Harry decided to move into one of these. Potter Manor. A house which once held his Grandparents that he never met, and a young James Potter. It was covered his many protective wards, so reporters or dark wizards would be no threat. And it had enough rooms to hold the Weasleys and friends if they ever wanted to visit. So it was perfect.

Once he had moved in, and business was taken care of. Things like all remaining supporters being imprisoned, getting the ministry on track, and figuring out relationships. Which was around 2 years later, there was one thing left for Harry Potter to do.

It was one of those sunny days, that made people smile. The burrow was packed as usual. Charlie was visiting from America, where he had been tracking a new species of dragon. Bill, Fleur and little Victorie who was only 10 months old. George, Angelina, Percy and Penelope were there too. Ron and Hermione, who had finally confessed their feelings after the battle sat in a corner whispering quietly. While Harry and Ginny were in the garden, relaxing in the sun.

"When should we tell them about the engagement." Ginny snuggled closer into Harrys arms as she spoke.

"Honestly I'm a bit scared about your brother's reaction."

"I think they should be happy I didn't end up with some tosser, and instead with the hero of the wizarding world." She smirked as she replied, knowing it annoyed him when anyone called him that.

"I'm no hero." Harry muttered.

"Of course you aren't sweetie."

"Oh are we being cheeky now miss Weasley." He smirked at her before pulling in for a kiss which she returned.

"Mrs Potter soon." And it quickly turned into a full snogging match, as they lay on the grass.

Around 10 minutes later, after both had cooled down from their heated experience, Mrs Weasley called everyone inside for lunch. As always she delivered with enough food to feed an army, which Ron was very pleased by. As usual he ate almost half of the entire meal, something Hermione was desperate to rid him of. Harry noticed Ginny kept giving him pointed looks through the meal, he knew exactly why. But the wrath of the Weasley brothers was something nobody wanted, especially if it had to do with their little sister. He was still extremely worried that he may find himself on the receiving end of such wrath, which was why he did not notice Ginny clear her voice.

"Harry and I have something very important to say, isn't that right Harry." Her eyes practically bored into his skull.

"Ahhhh yeah." He could feel his face turning to a Weasley like red. Which did not go unnoticed by them. He waited another moment, catching Arthurs eye. He was the only Weasley who knew, Harry came to him the day before proposing, to ask permission. He immediately said yes, explaining that he trusted Harry with his only daughter. So with this in mind Harry finally spoke.

"Ginny and I are… engaged." He said as quickly as possible while still making sure he wouldn't have to repeat himself.

The entire room was quiet for a while; Ron's fork had stopped halfway to his mouth. Molly let out an elated cry before lunging herself at Harry, and Ginny in turn.

"Oh I'm so happy! Oh my little girl is getting married! We'll have to start planning of course….." She was interrupted by a wave of congratulations, as well as warnings.

"Harry I completely trust you, but you better take good care of Ginny or you will not come out alive." Bill had said sternly in the middle of fleur hugging Harry.

Ron then moved towards him as the others went to talk to Ginny. Ron was the one Harry was most worried about, he was his best mate. It took a while with him to forgive Harry for dating his sister, imagine what it would be like if they were engaged…. Or had kids! His face was a mixture of anger and delight, as if he was unsure of what to choose on.

"Harry, I know this has probably been said to you already like 6 times, but don't you dare hurt Ginny."

"Trust me, I won't." And with this Ron's face split into a grin.

"Good, well I guess she won't end up with a complete tosser then right?"

"Those were Ginny's exact words." Harry laughed, before being pounced on by Hermione.

**Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

**Present**

It was almost Christmas, Harry and Ginny were planning on having their wedding on new year's. Meaning it was almost here, no one could say who was more excited about this. The gang had all gone out to London to spend some time together, Ron had proposed to Hermione in June that year. Neville and Luna were no longer dating, but everyone was still friends. London always looked spectacular during this time of year, and it had certainly not disappointed. Snow fell in piles along the streets, mistletoe hung from shop windows and the sound of carols were coming from a nearby park. Decided this was a suitable place to head, they began to walk again. Harry couldn't be happier, he was with his friends and in a few short weeks he would marry the love of his life- Ginny was thinking the exact same thing. He watched as the glistening snowflakes hit her velvet hair, and he reached over to tighten her scarf.

**Ginny's POV**

I let Harry tighten the scarf around her neck, and looked into his deep emerald eyes. They were so beautiful, and it was moments like this when I thought… why me? He could have anyone, but Harry had chosen a freckle faced redhead. I let him wrap his arm around my shoulder as we walked ahead of the group. In the park I could spot a gaaned stand? Was that what it was called? I remembered Harry talking about one ages ago.

"How about we go over there?" Luna suggested in her usual dreamy voice, pointing towards the park where the carols came from.

"Oh I love Christmas carols!" Exclaimed Hermione happily, taking Ron by the hand and running in front.

Harry chuckled, _I love his laugh._ Before he started to walk next to Luna and Neville. By the time we arrived at the park, Hermione looked very pleased. The area looked amazing, snow hung on the leaves of frozen trees. The lake glistened in the winter sun, children laughed merrily as they glided over the top. I then noticed people dancing in front of the grand stand (That was it). They seemed to be listening to the carols and dancing along to them.

"Come on Harry lets go dance." I grabbed his hand and started to pull him towards the floor.

"Come on Ginny, you know I'm a horrible dancer, remember the Yule Ball."

"Harry you can't be worse than me." Neville replied, laughing slightly.

I pulled on Harrys hand and we started to the dance floor, we spun around a couple of times. Laughing as the others joined the floor. I began to dance; it was something I loved to do. Harry reached over and spun me around, I leant towards him and we kissed. I felt the familiar warm feeling whenever our lips met, like I was melting away. I was so consumed in my own thoughts that I didn't notice him drag me off the dance floor. Once I finally came back to reality, I noticed we were standing under one of the silver trees. I looked into his eyes, they glinted mischievously. I kissed him again, I reached up to run my hands through his hair. Harry wrapped his arms around my waist pulling me closer. Then we finally broke apart, breathing heavily.

"We should probably get back; Ron will be wondering where we went."

I giggled softly, Ron was so nosy. Harry re wrapped my scarf so the lower half of my face was almost covered, which he laughed at. And we turned around to walk back. On the way I heard a voice.

"Harry?"

Harry turned at the sound of his name, the man had a pudgy face, watery blue eyes and was slightly overweight.

"Dudley?"

**No Ones POV**

Harry and Dudley stood there for a while, looking at each other. While Ginny was thinking over the name. Dudley? Where had she heard that before… Of course! It was Harrys oaf of a cousin's name.

"Dudley? As in Dudley Dursley?" Ginny asked, a scowl forming on her face.

Harry didn't seem to hear her properly, and just nodded. Dudley was just about to say something before.

"Oi Harry, where the bloody hell have you been with Ginny." Hermione smacked Ron on the arm as they walked over, followed by Neville and Luna. "It's you." Ron spat as he reached the group, recognising Dudley from the tongue toffee incident.

"Who are you?" Hermione asked, she had never seen Dudley Dursley before.

"It's Dudley, he's my cousin." Harry stated awkwardly, finally looking away from Dudley, Hermione's face suddenly contorted into distaste.

Dudley's plan was not going how he wanted, Harrys friends had obviously heard about their childhood together. And so did not like him at all.

"Its ahhh good to see you Harry." Dudley said.

"It's umm nice to see you too Dudley, why are you here?"

"Well Mum, Dad and I came here shopping and we saw you here in the park so I thought I'd come and talk to you… alone." Dudley was feeling very uncomfortable.

Harry gave his friends a look that clearly said to leave for a minute or two. Which these people clearly didn't want to do. But after Harry glared Ron down, Luna pushed them all away. They stood there for a moment before Dudley finally spoke.

"Look Harry I'm really sorry, for everything. After going into hiding and hearing all that stuff, I felt terrible. I just… I'm just really sorry."

There was a moment of silence as Harry processed it all. Dudley Dursley was apologising. DURSLEY. One part of Harry wanted to forgive him, to say it was ok. The other part wanted to hex him, and scream about how sorry wouldn't cut it. How he had no proper family until the Weasleys and no home until Hogwarts.

"It's ok Dudley, I forgive you. I forgive you and Petunia, and even Vernon." Harry smiled slightly as he said this. Putting Dudley at ease.

"Thanks Harry."

They were so lost in thought that Harry didn't see Ginny escape from Neville's clutches, charging at Dudley. Harry noticed her first, as she came barging past him. She stood beside Harry and glared daggers at "Dursley".

"So, why are you here Dursley?" She spat his last name as though it were poison.

"Ahhh ummm I-I came to ap-apol-apologise to Harry." Stuttering, worried he was about to be attacked.

"Oh so the whale finally learnt some manners then." Ron came stalking up behind him, burning a hole in the back of Dudley's head.

"Ronald! Didn't you just hear; he came to apologise." Hermione reprimanded.

"So where's Petunia and Vernon then?" Harry was trying to change the subject.

"I think that's them there" Dudley pointed to the edge of the park, where a giraffe and walrus like couple walked ever closer.

Ginny and Ron's scowls, if even possible, had darkened. Hermione was trying hard not to act like Ron but it was very difficult. Neville and Luna, who didn't know has much about Harrys old life, still seemed to be upset at the Dursleys. So much that Luna lost her dreamy feel.

Petunia and Vernon finally reached them, they all stared at each other. Until.

"So boy, you decided to push your freakishness in front of normal people's faces, coming into London." Ginny looked ready to pounce at this. But instead, it was Hermione who spoke up.

"How dare you! I can't believe you can be so terrible to Harry! You haven't seen him in almost 4 years and you say that!" Vernon's face turned a familiar purple.

"Now listen here freak." But he couldn't finish his sentence, as Ron and Harry advanced towards him. Neville grabbed Harry by the arm, while Ginny and Luna helped to restrain Ron.

"Don't you dare insult my Fiancée!" Ron was struggling violently.

Harry broke free from Neville, until Ginny grabbed him by the hand. They looked into each other's eyes, before he stood still, heart still pumping. Ron followed him, and put an arm around Hermione. Petunia looked around, trying to find something to say.

"Well Harry it's good to see you, alive and well." She stated rather primly. Ginny snorted. "Could you introduce us to your friends?"

Harry, who seemed to be weighing his options decided. "Ok, Dursleys. These are my friends. Luna Lovegood." Luna waved airily. "Neville Longbottom" He shrugged "Hermione Granger." Hermione did not move. "Ron Weasley" He seemed to be glaring at Vernon still "And Ginny Weasley."

"Soon to be Potter." Ginny interrupted and snuggled into Harrys chest. He blushed furiously.

"Oh! So you're engaged!" Petunia was shocked, _why hadn't she known? Because you haven't seen him for 3 years?!_ "Well that fantastic."

"Wow... um thanks Petunia" Harry was taken aback, if that was strong enough. There was silence. Petunias eyes were watering

Dudley, who stayed silent for this ordeal spoke up.

"Congrats Harry, on getting engaged." He smiled.

"Thanks Big D." Ron started to laugh and Ginny snorted loudly. Turning towards a red Dudley.

"Well, I think we might be off, we have to be back at the burrow soon. Mrs Weasley will skin us alive if we aren't all there for dinner." Hermione offered.

"Oh yeah, trust me you don't want to make her angry." Harry added chuckling, Dudley and Petunia smiled at this.

"Wait! Before we go" Ginny dug into her pockets, pulling out a gold and green piece of parchment, before taking out a pen Harry had introduced to her, and writing something on the printed piece. Handing it to Dudley, said cheerfully. "It was very nice to meet the new you Dudley." Shaking his hand.

They all said their goodbyes before Harry and company left through the park gates and…. Disappeared? Vernon, Dudley and Petunia watched in shock as in line they all vanished. Dudley looked down to his hands, opening the small envelope and reading:

**_To: Mr, Mrs and Mr Dursley_**

******_You have been invited to the wedding of Harry James Potter & Ginerva Molly Weasley_**

******_Please find inside information for the celebration which will occur on the 31_****_st_********_of December, 2001_**

Dudley smiled as he finished reading the invitation, then handed it to his mother's outstretched hand. She gasped and a small smile twitched at her lips. Vernon stayed emotionless. And with that they walked from the park in London home. Dudley eagerly awaiting the 31st.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

**Hey Guys, this was a longer chapter… Woof! I'm surprised I got this done! I've already written the next chapter, but will be releasing it later. To make sure its fully edited and to my liking. Sorry if this meeting was a bit weird.. I wasn't sure how to put it so I had to just go with it. I also always thought that Harry wouldn't call is relatives "Aunt" and "Uncle" because they never really treated him like a nephew. And the characters may be a bit off in this chapter, but only so the chapter could work.**

**So please review with suggestions. Also if you want me to write anything else just say in a review. Because I need some ideas for new stories. So yeah. Thanks!**

**~Cocopeppy**


End file.
